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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

A PSALM FOR CATHLEEN NI HOOLIHAN 

I — one of the grey sands, cousin to him that was crucified, 
Who am come from the breast of Sheba to Caesar's 

poisoned wine 
Of which no Israelite may die — 
Have not forgot the tang of grey sands 
Nor the tang of keen black grasses. 
I, who have danced in Rome, 
And known Roman women of the dances, 
I have not strayed from my tribe 
Nor am I lost to my sires. 
For today I came to an island 
Green as my mother's song of Canaan, 
Fragrant as rain on the flax by the Nile, 
And I heard Cathleen Ni Hoolihan crying. 

She silenced her grief, and when I heard her speak 

Her breath was a breeze from a hill of blue flowers; 

And though there was no crown upon her 

I knew she was a queen; 

And though she raised a queenly cheek and shoulder 

I knew she was a slave. 

Tell me who you are, intruder on my sorrow! 

I am one of the grey sands, cousin to him that was crucified, 
Who am come from the breast of Sheba, majestic for all time; 
Whose cheeks, like meat of the fig, were violet and white. 
And, Cathleen Ni Hoolihan, I heard your crying. 
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She hid her white face in the sorrow of her hair, 
That fell to the white petals of her feet. 

LIBERTY 

Wantonly I've been a freed man! 
In a weary, checked freedom; 

Far from the spinning in the pure blue of air, 
Out of the hymnal curve of worlds. 

And I wish I were caught by an orbit in tune 
With the choral serfdom of stars. 

Here, beneath the tree-tops even, I find 

Among meadowing sheep random more sure than mine — 

More sure than the frolic of pennies 
And the eddy of men in the streets. 

Hear, O Democracy: 

Unless I be captive to rhythm 

I am least free; 

Unless the rose can hold me meek, 

Or tiredness of dusk put me to sleep, 

Unless I be creature of the morning, 

Sheep of a shepherd, 

I am gone far astray in liberty — 
Homesick beyond song. 
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